114           ODYSSEY • BOOK VII            [70-
children and Alcinous himself, and from the people, who wor-
ship her, and greet her when she walks through the town. For she
is not only the Queen but a wise woman too, and when her sym-
pathies are enlisted she settles even men's disputes. So if only
you can secure her friendly interest, you may well hope to
return to your native land, to step under the high roof of your
own house and to see your friends once more/
Athene finished, and now left the pleasant land of Scherie,
crossed the barren seas, and came to Marathon and the broad
streets of Athens, where she entered the great palace ofErech-
theus.
Meanwhile Odysseus approached Alcinous' splendid dwell-
ing. His heart was filled with misgivings and he hesitated before
setting foot on the bronze threshold. For a kind of radiance, like
that of the sun or moon, lit up the high-roofed halls of the great
king. Walls of bronze, topped with blue enamel tiles, ran round
to left and right from the threshold to the back of the court. The
interior of the well-built mansion was guarded by golden doors
hung on posts of silver which sprang from the bronze threshold-
The lintel they supported was of silver too, and the door-handle
of gold. On either side stood gold and silver dogs, which
Hephaestus had made with consummate skill, to keep watch
over the palace of the great-hearted Alcinous and serve him as
immortal sentries never doomed to age. Inside the hall, high
chairs were ranged along the walls on either side, right round
from the threshold to the chamber at the back, and each was
draped with a delicately woven cover that the women had
worked. Here the Phaeacian chieftains sat and enjoyed the food
and wine which were always forthcoming, while youths of
gold, fixed on stout pedestals, held flaming torches in their hands
to light the banqueters in the hall by night.
The house keeps fifty maids employed. Some grind the apple-
golden corn in the handmill, some weave at the loom, or sit and
twist the yam, their hands fluttering like the tall poplar's leaves,
while the soft olive-oil drips from the close-woven fabrics they
have finished. For the Phaeacians' extraordinary skill in handling

